108             MR PODD OF BORNEO
Destiny, working rapidly, at once provided an occa-
sion. There came from inside the paling a spasmodic
grunting, and the sound of pattering hoofs. Wings
flapped as chickens fled, clucking terrorstruck. Nelly
looked over her shoulder.
" I must go," she said.  " The pigs have got out."
She disappeared, and Archibald stood gazing at the
place she had occupied. It looked cheerless and
empty. Inside the fence the noise grew. The farm-
yard had evidently become a circus. A line of clothes
vibrated and fell, and a prop was knocked from under
it. A moment later she appeared again above the
fence, flushed and panting.
" Oh, you have not gone," she gasped. " Mr Podd,
the pigs have got out. Will you come and help? I
cannot manage by myself."
In a flash Archibald had thrown his hat, stick, and
gloves over the fence, and himself at the fence, and
was trying to climb over it. He fell, dusted himself,
tried again. After a desperate minute, the only
pleasant memory left of which was the feel of his new
friend's soft bare arms round his neck as she assisted
him, he was standing breathless and perspiring inside
the paddock- He noted with great irritation that two
enterprising fowls had already seized his lemon-kid
gloves, and, seeking solitude, were being chased to
death by their comrades. Three of the escaped pigs
had gathered round the straw hat, and were enjoying
a hearty meal.
It was difficult to decide which to rescue first. After
a second's hesitation he chose the hat Half the brim
was already missing, but otherwise it did not seem